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watching him he would have resembled a picture that one could
imagine being painted by Rembrandt if Rembrandt had gone mad.
The fire-gleams flickered upon the tight woolen vest that cov-
ered the exposed half of his protuberant belly. They flickered
upon his great white face. They flickered upon the headless falcon
embroidered on the torn rug about his legs. They flickered on his
stockinged feet, which stuck out grotesquely beyond the end of
his diminutive bed.
"Why don't you let me see you?'" he whined again in a voice
that was almost wheedling; and he began suddenly nodding his
great head in a manner that suggested the impulse of a powerful
dog anxious to propitiate a yet more powerful dog by an obse-
quious fawning and wagging of its great tail.
"Let me see you! Yes, yes; let me touch you with my hands!"
It was as if he were addressing a Being whose presence he felt
much more certainly, much more closely than he felt the pressure
of that heraldic rug at which he now began twitching; pinching
it with his fingers and thumbs, much as a dying man plays with
the bedclothes that cover his nakedness. What he felt in all his
pulses was that if this desperate lover of Xineue . * . this great
and lost magician . . . were to come forth now from behind that
reddened smoke and approach his bed his heart would have be-
come calm as a saint's.
It was the tone of that cry. He could not bear it. If he heard it
again his heart would crack. Pity carried to that point was in-
tolerable. ... He ceased his picking at the rug. He bent his
great head as a wrestler or a boxer might have done. And he took
hold of his heavy, phlegmatic soul in the iron pincers of his
massive will and he pressed it down, like a bar of molten metal
into those lower levels of his thick nature where he h*ld fast
hold of his Christ.
And then Mr. Geard gathered himself together. There were
physical movements in his body of which he was quite uncon-
scious. His thick shoulders under his woolen vest heaved and
shuddered. His exposed belly went in and out. sinking and ex-
panding; while the stature of his torso from hips to crown pal-
pably distended. Three times he struggled to utter words; but in
vain. He attempted it the fourth time; but in vain. Then . . .